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Ever since the Napster fiasco back in 2000, Lars Ulrich had become more and more doubtful that these 
newfangled computers were a force for good. In fact, the only reason he ever used any kind of modern 
technology, apparently, was to post rather unflattering selfies of himself captioned with something along the 
lines of, San Francisco, you fockin' ROCK! #wanna (And also, to block people who went off on a limb about his 
apparent lack of drumming skills, but that's a topic for another day). Because, remember, even old Lars over 
here has a personal life. And a wife (remember this one in particular). And kids. But, one fateful Friday evening 
during a rehearsal, he ended up going down a rabbit hole that would scar him (and all of his other bandmates) 


for life. 


In the tuning room, James and Rob (who doesn't exist, according to the Metallica fandom) were 
playing..something? The jam sounded kind-of-like Mechanix, but slowed down. Oh wait, that's just The Four 
Horsemen Oops. Anyway, Lars was completely exhausted and bamboozled from attempting to play one second 
of Dyers Eve (as anyone would), and had sat down on a chair nearby to his drumkit. Unsure of what to do, he 
picked up his phone and noticed that Kirk had sent him a text. Do you know what ‘Klars' means?, the guitarist 
had sent. Everyone keeps commenting it on my Instagram. 


No, | don't, the drummer sent back Other than the fact that it has to be something to do with me. In 
Metallica, it always has to be something to do with Lars. 


Strange, Kirk replied. 

Lars couldn't help but type the word into Google. Everyone has a sense of morbid curiosity. Yes, even Danish 
gnomes in their mid-late 50's. The first two results were an Urban Dictionary entry and a site called 
‘Wattpad’. Below these, there were a bunch of images of him and Kirk taken during the 40's. Yeah, you know 
what images l'm talking about. He decided to click on the first link. People only use Urban Dictionary to make up 
vulgar slang words that everyone forgets about in a week, right?, he thought. There's no way it can be that bad 
Spoiler alert. It was tha bad. 

Holy fuck, Lars sent to Kirk. There's no way this is fucking real. 

Unfortunately, it was fucking real. For some ungodly reason. 

Unable to stop himself, he scoured the internet for any further mentions of Klars, eventually ending up on a 
website called A03, itself an acronym for a moniker that sounded vaguely like the title of that one Virginia 
Woolf book. It appeared to house..sfories? about many existing TV shows and other media, but critically, there 
was also a section for real bands. And, to his dismay, he'd stumbled upon the section dedicated to Metallica 
stories. There were around five hundred of them in total, the majority of which were focused around him, 
James, Kirk and Jason. 

"What are you doing?" James said from across the room, putting his guitar aside. 

"The straight women are at it again" Lars grumbled. 

"Christ, what is it now?" Rob said, playing the first few chords of Orion 


"Am | late to the party?" Kirk announced as he came into the tuning room. 


"You're gonna fockin' regret bringing this ‘Klars' thing up." The drummer folded his arms. "Don't our fangirls 
know that I'm not fockin' gay for anyone in this band?" 


Shit, Lars thought. Emily ACAB is going to take what I just said out of context and get her fockin' Twitter mob to 


cancel me! 


"The fuck are you on about?" James raised an eyebrow. "People don't seriously..treat us like we're in 
relationships with each other, right?" 


"They do." Lars folded his arms. 


"You see why l'm a private person nowadays?" The frontman had an uncharacteristically angry expression on 
his face. Even angrier than he'd looked while screaming "KILL" nearly forty times in a row in All Within My 
Hands. 


After much scouring, Lars finally hit the jackpot - if your definition of ‘jackpot is a complete and utter 
dumpster fire doused with gasoline in the form of the seemingly unquenchable libidos of sixteen-year-old girls. 
An entire fucking website dedicated to hornyposting about old men. Fucking great. 

He didn't waste a second longer. He knew what he needed to do. 


Napster was just the beginning. 


Next target: Rockfic. 


